· CHAPTER 1… Fumbargs 

The two Fumbarg sisters meandered slowly up the Santa Ynez River, wearily carrying rusty fishing poles slung over their sunburned shoulders.  Red-eyed, they blinked at the dust they kicked up from the dry riverbed where once flowed streams of water. Cool, wet, soothing water. 

“Dear sister,” sighed Melissa the Fumigator, “How many people would you kill for a drop of water?”

“One,” grumbled Vanessa the Violator, her eyes narrowing. “I don’t want to name names, but, Matt.”

The Fumigator stopped to angrily study her rusty fishing pole. “The Big Nasty,” she hissed. “The man who haunts my dreams.”

“The Big Recurring Nightmare,” agreed The Violator. “I hear yuh big sis.”

“Listen, my beloved younger sister,” said The Fumigator, “I dig the self-discipline karate stuff, but,” again she glared at the fishing pole, “you think The Big Stinky could have sent us fishing in a river with, I dunno, WATER!”

“Mom and dad brought us food,” cried The Violator. “Why did they have to give it all to the Big Hungry?”

The Fumigator considered the question. “They don’t love us.” She shook her head mournfully and coughed up a bellyful of dirt. “I’m hungry. Is there any more bait left?” Silence.  “Dear sister, I said…” The Fumigator looked up to see why her sister had neglected to answer her question, wondering if, perhaps, The Violator was trying to eat all the worms herself. 

The Violator stood frozen, in the middle of this alleged river, looking further up the stream. The Fumigator followed her sister’s eyes to the hulking figure that lay about 20 yards up the dry river bed in an inert clump. They moved slowly toward the figure. 

“What is it?” asked The Fumigator.

The Violator hesitated. “Uh, I think it’s a beached whale.”

“Jackpot,” The Violator spoke slowly, as if in a dream. “We’ll eat like kings.”

They sniffed at the air. They hadn’t smelled many dead whales back in Reseda, but…

“Maybe it’s a skunk whale,” said the Violator.

“With thick, black hair?” observed The Fumigator as she drew nearer. “And a goatee… and a… BLACK BELT!”

Her SCREAM pierced the hot, dry air. 

“That’s no whale,” she screeched, “that’s our…”
· CHAPTER 2… Kaplans 

“Senpai!” shouted Steven the Crusher, “I’ve almost got him. Here squirrelly-squirrelly. Here boy!”

While the Fumbargs fished in another part of the campground, Donald, The KO Kid, looked eagerly up at his younger brother who was situated about 25 feet above the ground, crawling on his belly across the thin tree branch in pursuit of a skinny squirrel. “Dude, I think you got him,” encouraged The KO Kid. “You own that squirrel. Osu!”

“I’ll kick’im upside the head,” muttered The Crusher through clenched teeth. “Osu!”

“That’s the ticket!” called KO. “Show that punk squirrel what’s what. Big Bro’s gotta’ eat. Who’s your Senpai?”

“Kyokushin Spirit,” echoed young Crusher as he carefully began to straighten up to standing position. “I shall crush the squirrel as Mas Oyama once crushed bricks.” He edged toward the squirrel, balancing precariously upon the rickety tree branch. “My Kyokushin training will lead me gracefully across the branch…”

“I’ve got you covered, Bro’,” belched KO from below. He stretched his arms out wide like a fireman beneath a burning building. “Crusher whack squirrel, KO catch.”

“Come to me, yummy squirrel. You shall be my dinner tonight. Feed thy Senpais squirrel, feed…” 

The branch cracked, the squirrel leapt, The Crusher’s eyes widened in sudden realization, as KO below closed his eyes, opened his arms, and waited hopefully for the squirrel to fall into his hands. SNAP! KO opened his eyes just in time to see his younger brother’s rapidly descending posterior (that’s a fancy word for his butt) landing on his head.

“Argh!” cried KO. “That’s no squirrel.”

Crusher rolled off his brother and groaned. “Sorry Senpai. I’ve failed you once again.”

“Oh, it’s not your fault,” conceded KO. “You’re not the one who took away all of our food. I don’t want to name names, but…”

“Matt,” hissed The Crusher. “The Big Nasty. That guy’s ruined my whole life. I wish it were he that we were hunting, instead of a stinking squirrel. Why did Mom and Dad let Matt take all of our food?”

KO shrugged, wiping the dirt from his face. “I guess they don’t love us.”

SCREAM.

The brothers turned to look up stream, from whence the scream had come.
· CHAPTER 3… Morales 

Amanda “Boom-Boom” Morales and her sister, Ruby “The Wrecking Crew”, clawed at the hard ground with bloody fingertips. They were desperately trying to dig a whole in which to bury the 2 watermelon seeds that Senpai Matt, “The Big Nasty”, had ordered them to plant. In order to earn the stripes on their blue belts, he’d instructed, they’d have to grow 100 watermelons from 2 seeds for their fellow campers to feast upon. In 2 hours, they’d dug approximately 1/2 inch into the arid, rocky soil.

“Do you have the seeds?” asked Boom-Boom.

“The ones that Matt spit at us?” moaned The Wrecking Crew. 

Boom-Boom shivered in revulsion. “Thank God he digested MOST of the watermelon before spitting.”

“Yeah, most,” agreed The Wrecking Crew, scratching irritably at the dried, red juice in her hair. 

“The Big Nasty,” hissed Boom-Boom.

“The Big Spit Wad,” corrected Lady Wrecking Crew. “Why do the Reseda kids put up with him?”

“The question,” countered Boom-Boom, “Is why Mommie Dearest gave him all of our food.”

“Eh,” shrugged Ms. Wrecking Crew. “Our old lady don’t love us.”

Boom-Boom nodded in agreement.  “Pass me the seeds, darling sister.”

Ruby’s mouth opened in terror and she shook her head. “You take the seeds.”

“I’m not touching those seeds.”

“Well I’m not touching…”

“Don’t look at me, sister…”

SCREAM

The girls turned immediately in the direction of the scream, toward the dry riverbed.
· CHAPTER 4… Gramajos 

“Hold her steady,” said Wendy the Windmill, as she watched her sisters laboring to reach the acorns on the branches of the tall, shriveled tree. “A little to the left, kohai, push her a little higher up on your shoulders.”

“I don’t think I can hold her up much longer,” whimpered Poison Paola.

“Stop your whinin’!” barked Lulyza, The Ginsu Knife, as she stood all the way up on her sister’s narrow shoulders. 

“Yeah,” shouted The Windmill, “and say Osu when addressing your Senpais.”

“Osu,” Poison pitifully wept, and then fell in a pile beneath her older sister. 

“Ah,” snarled The Windmill. “Weakling.”

“I tried…” Poison started, but was rudely interrupted by The Ginsu Knife’s foot kicking her solidly in her little belly. “Oof,” said Poison.

“Try harder next time,” ordered Ginsu.

“And say osu!” added The Windmill.

“Osu,” gasped Poison.

Ten times now The Ginsu Knife had mounted her sister’s frail shoulders, and ten times they’d come crashing to the hard forest floor. But they had a job to do, and do it they would. Senpai Matt, The Big Nasty, had ordered them to come back to camp with 100 acorns for the campfire feast, or don’t come back at all. 

“Little girls with little brains shall eat little acorns,” he had told them. “Or they shall not eat at all.”

“But our mother,” cried Poison, “already brought us food.”

“She gave it to me,” laughed The Big Nasty. “Ha! All mine!”

The girls had looked to their beloved mother, who smiled back at her daughters. 

“Mommy doesn’t love us?” asked Ginsu.

“Not a whole lot,” answered Mommy.

So the three sisters—alone in cruel, cold world— would try again to pick the acorns from the trees. “On your knees, Kohai,” Windmill ordered Poison. “It’s pickin’ time.”

SCREAM

They turned in the direction of the dry riverbed.
· CHAPTER 5… Tiani & Tisag 

The Morales sisters were not alone in their quest to dig a whole in the ground. At the same time that they were working their bloody finger stubs into the unforgiving dirt, Tiani “The Sleeper” Smith & Tisag “TNT” Moseley were digging a whole in their portion of the so-called Santa Ynez River. Senpai Matt, The Big Nasty, had sent them on a quest for 500 earthworms. 

“Will we use them for bait, senpai?” Sleeper had asked.

“Bait?” snarled The Big Nasty. “Never heard of it.” And he’d chased the two youngsters out of the campsite, away from their parents, who (judging from the way they cheered Matt on) probably didn’t love them anyway.

“Worms,” yelled their parents. “Let them eat worms!”

Two hours had since passed, but our young campers had yet to locate a single worm. 

“My kindergarten teacher told us that worms are supposed to live in wet ground,” TNT told The Sleeper.

“I know one big worm I wouldn’t mind burying in the dry ground,” grumbled The Sleeper.

“Matt,” snarled TNT. “The Big Wormy. Has he always been, y’know, crazy?”

“Depends,” grunted The Sleeper. “Do you consider sitting in yoi for 2 hours while your Senpai hits you in the back of the head with a whiffle ball bat crazy? Is that crazy enough for yuh?”

TNT seemed unimpressed. “Senpai Jeremy uses an aluminum baseball bat.”

“Senpai Jeremy?” asked The Sleeper. “Tall, bald guy with about 20 stupid nicknames?”

TNT lowered his head in shame. “That’s my Senpai.”

“Where’s he been all…”

SCREAM

TNT and The Sleeper looked at each other for about one-tenth of a second, then turned and sprinted in the opposite direction of the Fumbargian shrieks.
· CHAPTER 6… Bottomleys 

Nasty Nick and Big Daddy Ben looked at each other confused, then back at their father, Little Stevie. “Dad, when you say: ‘Dance in our underwear,’” asked Nasty Nick, “You mean….”

“Ah, y’know,” Little Steve answered in a muffled voice, “dance in our, uh, underwear. That’s how the, uh, Native Americans conjured up rainstorms. And, y’know, uhm, Matt ordered us to make rain, so…”

Big Daddy nervously raised his hand. “Uh, dad, did the Native Americans also wear underwear on their heads?”

Little Steve snapped the elastic band around his chin. “Ah, no, that was my brainchild. Gotta’, y’know modernize these things.”

Nasty Nick nodded knowingly. “I think the Native Americans would’ve approved, dad.” 

Big Daddy gave his brother a “what you talkin’ ‘bout” look, to which Nasty Nick responded with a “shushing” gesture of his finger to his lips. 

“Yeah, dad,” he continued. “Splendid idea, the underwear on the head.”

“S-s-splendid,” stuttered Big Daddy.

“So let’s say, you continue with the underwear on the head disco dance, while Big Daddy and I step over here—with our clothes on, mind you—and uh, admire your work from afar.”

Little Steve put his hands on his hips, and probably rolled his eyes, though it was hard to tell— what with the underwear on his head. “Boys,” he said. “I don’t think you’re committed to this rain thing. Don’t you want to drink again? I mean, don’t yuh see? I believe that Mas Oyama—if he were here right now, God rest his soul—would be standing right here beside me, his fruit-o-the looms pulled right up over his…”

“Dad!” cried Big Daddy. “Mom gave all of our water to…” he paused and scowled, “Matt.”

“The Big Thirsty,” hissed Nasty Nick. “If I could get my hands on him…”

“Yeah, yeah, she did,” agreed Little Steve. “Apparently mom no longer loves her Bottomley men. But hey! Life goes on, we gotta…”

SCREAM

The Bottomley men stood frozen upon their dried up meadow, wondering what to do, when TNT and The Sleeper came barreling through the bushes in their direction, followed close behind by The Fumigator, The Violator, The KO Kid, The Crusher, Boom-Boom, The Wrecking Crew, The Windmill, and Poison (carrying The Ginsu Knife on her shoulders). They were screaming like a group of girl scouts who had lost all their cookies.
· CHAPTER 7…  Intermezzo

They stood there in the meadow, trying to sort out what had happened. 

“Who screamed?” asked The Sleeper.

“I did,” said The Fumbargs.

“Why?” asked Boom-Boom.

The girls pointed at each other and said: “She killed Matt.”

“Why are those guys dancing in their underwear?” asked TNT.

“Our Mom doesn’t love us,” answered the Bottomley boys.

“Hey,” said The Windmill. “Where’s Ali?”

“Yeah,” said The Crusher. “Where’s The Greatest?”

“The Greatest?” snarled The KO Kid. “Don’t you mean: The Big Butt-Kisser.”
· CHAPTER 8… Ali 

How much popcorn can one 14 year-old boy eat before he explodes? Ali “The Greatest” Harbi had yet to find the answer to this question, but he was determined to do so. Continuously shoveling the popcorn into his puffy cheeks, Ali thanked the Kyokushin Gods for blessing him with a brown belt. While those other suckers were out there risking their lives trying to hunt, gather, and plant food, he was left with the task of guarding all the food Matt, The Big Nasty, had requisitioned from the parents. He reclined lazily in his hammock.

“That Matt’s okay,” he told himself. “The Big Softy.” 

He considered what he would wash the popcorn down with. Gatorade? Nah, that’s for people who exercise, who like to work. The Greatest wasn’t into that stuff. Water? Nah. Too healthy. How’s about a bottle of cold soda? Yeah, he thought, that’s just what the Greatest needs. A good burp might clear out some more space in the ol’ belly. Or maybe he’d see what there was to drink in Senpai Jeremy’s cooler. That ought to be interesting. Where was ol’ Senpai Crunch anywho, he wondered? He hadn’t seen him since…

SCREAM

Hmmm, thought The Greatest, wonder what that could be. He looked around the campground. Wonder if there’s any ice cream in that there cooler. He slowly lifted his ever-expanding belly up from the hammock and rolled himself over to Senpai Matt’s cooler. He opened it. Ah. Ice cream bars. “God Bless The Big Tasty,” he said aloud, wiping the tears from his eyes. “I truly love that man.” He stumbled back to the hammock and collapsed upon it. Tearing the wrappers from assorted ice cream bars, he looked up to see Little Steve and the karate kids standing by the tents, out of breath, staring wide-eyed at the sight of their bloated Senpai Ali as he readied to shove 5 ice cream bars into his mouth.
· CHAPTER 9… Crunch 

They all headed down the riverbed to the scene of the crime, Matt’s bloody corpse, with Little Steve & Ali The Greatest in the lead. 

“Who’d want to kill Senpai Matt?” asked The Wrecking Crew, trying to force herself to look sad.

“Yeah,” agree Big Daddy. “The Big Nasty. A great American.”

“A hero” agreed The Violator. “I’d never kill him.” 

“But who,” said Boom-Boom. “Who would rob the world of such a generous leader?”

They looked at one another with suspicious eyes. Nasty Nick stepped forward and said: “I believe that in order to solve this mystery, we need the leadership of an adult.” Little Steve stepped forward to stand by his son. Nasty looked up at his dad and smiled lovingly: “Preferably an adult not wearing underwear on his head.” Little Steve cleared his throat, and stepped back with the other kids. 

“Hey,” said the Crusher, “what about my dad?”

“Yes,” stated The KO Kid. “My dad is all about maturity and responsibility.” There followed a moment of thoughtful silence, and then the entire group busting up in laughter. 

“But seriously,” laughed KO, where is that idiot… I mean, dad?”

The Ginsu Knife lowered herself from her little sister’s shoulders, and walked bravely toward the lifeless body of Matt. She kneeled down next to his body and said: “He’s soaking wet. This senpai has been drowned. She lifted his head up by the hair, which came apart from the head. She held the thick, black mane in her hand, and asked: “Did Senpai Matt wear… A WIG?” 

“That dead man is bald!” cried The Terminator. She stepped forward and examined the corpse’s face. “That’s not a goatee… he has mud on his face!”

The Greatest joined Ginsu and Terminator at the body, and slowly rolled up the sleeve of the dead man’s left arm to reveal a tattoo of a clown with an axe in his head.

“Hey! It’s dad,” Steven laughed. “I mean, oh no, dad. Why dad? Why?”

They all gathered around the dead body and asked: Who would drown Senpai Jeremy a.k.a. Vanilla Thunder, a.k.a. Kaplan Crunch, a.k.a. Professor Crunch, a.k.a. Crunchilicious, a.k.a. Sir Crunch A Lot, a.k.a. Dr. Crunchy… well you get the idea; Who would kill this man, this Senpai, and then disguise him as Senpai Matt?
At this moment, Senpai Matt, The Big Nasty, came walking down the dry riverbed, his wet fisherman boots tracking mud behind him. He wore Speedos and a swimming cap that dripped water—fresh river water. “Ahoy maties,” said he. “Have ye’ figured it out yet? Have ye’ solved the mystery of the drowned Senpai?”

The Greatest stepped forward with confidence. “I know what makes you tick, mister. Water. You love water, and you refuse to share it.” Big Nasty nodded in agreement. “You thought you could distract us with your little errands. Sending these ignorant kids on impossible searches for food, forcing these poor people to dance around in their underwear, and attempting to stuff me with food. Yummy food. Tasty soda, and sweet-sweet popcorn, and luscious ice cream.” The Greatest belched loudly, and then passed out.

“I can take over from there!” The Windmill boldly stated. “When you and our wicked parents took all our food and liquid up river, you found water!” Yes, nodded Big Nasty. “And you swam!” 

“Yes,” he wailed. 

“And swam!” 

“Yes!”

“Until good Senpai Jeremy found out! Yes! He found out, and he tried to stop you! He tried to stop the madness! Didn’t he?!”

Senpai Matt looked puzzled. “Uh, no.  Not really. He took us there. It was his idea. He, uh, drowned. Couldn’t swim, apparently. We fished him out just as he was dying. His dying wish was to have a big ol’ head of hair. Debbie put a wig on his head, and suggested we leave him here.”

“Why here?” asked Big Daddy.

“She thought you guys would be pretty hungry by now.” 

“Oh, that changes everything,” said The Violator. “Anybody have any charcoals?”

“I got me a lighter!” announced The KO Kid, as they all descended upon the meaty corpse.

